Chapter Sixteen

PAINTINGS OF EPPING FOREST AND NEW TESTA-
MENT DRAWINGS: 1955

DURING THE SUMMER OF 1955 I PAINTED NEARLY A
hundred water-colours of Epping Forest, where I
rented a cottage. I would go out with my daughter
and we did not have tq walk far before seeing
something worth painting. As usual with me, what I
started as a mere diversion became in the end a passion,
and I could think of nothing else but painting. I arose to
paint, and painted until sundown, and when later I exhibited
these paintings in a London Gallery, it was a source of
annoyance to some critics that I had painted so many. This
to the critic is really a sign of bad taste. Why not paint only
two or three paintings a year ? Why are you so prolific ?
You increase and multiply. What commercialism! To
the sterile and unproductive person a hundred paintings
all done in a couple of months is disgusting, a kind of
littering.

Nevertheless I was very pleased with the result, and the
paintings looked well. Later I was to repeat this frenzy of
paiftting, only with flowers. I had been asked to paint some
blooms by a firm of Dutch dealers in old masters. I said I
would paint twenty, and in the end I painted sixty. Not
content with this, I went on painting, giving up sculpture
for the time being, and painted three hundred more. I
lived and painted flowers. My rooms were piled with
flowers, and this was a wonderful and colourful period. I
had these flower paintings mounted and framed by a firm
of dealers, who let it be known that11 had^ainted lowers,
and so when my exhibition of flowers was ready, at least
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